THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

idiot woman to telephone him at a moment like this? He forgot that
he had half-raped her in a cab two nights ago. She talked interminably.

"Yes... all right, take one tablet; that's it! Forgive me, dear, I'm
called away."

He hung up. Almost at once the bell rang again.

"Hullo! Yes! What? Really?" cried Lartois. "How many votes?
Nineteen. What about Pingaud? Ten. Ah! Thank you, my dear
Simon, thank you very much! That's splendid, quite splendid! Yes,
come round at once, I'm awaiting you."

He threw himself into a chair, his brow feverish, his heart beating
and his vision clouded.

"Oh, how happy I am!" he murmured to himself. "How very
happy! Such happiness must add ten years to one's life."

Then, as the wish to tell someone about it came over him, he rushed
to the door of his study.

"Martha! Martha!" he cried. "Put the tea and the Madeira ready.
I've been elected!"

"Well, I'm very pleased for you, sir," the cook replied. "You did
want it that bad!"

When Simon, who had jumped into a taxi, arrived, Lartois said:
" I shall never forget, my dear fellow, what you've done for me."

He then succeeded in regaining some sort of control, since friends
>vere arriving full of compliments.

JL Madame fiterlin, forewarned by Simon, was one of the first, followed
Immediately by Jerome Barrere. The historian entered, his beard flow-
ing, with a noise like an earthquake.

"Lartois, you're one of us!" he shouted, clasping the new Academi-
cian to his stomach. "It was epic, my dear fellow, positively epic!
I fought for you like a lion, like Turenne. And as for Baron Penguin,
we simply sent him to the North Pole!"

However hard Lartois tried to preserve his equanimity, to appear to
be receiving his new honour with serene modesty, his face shone with
pride; happiness sparkled in his eyes.

All the chattering women who were invading his flat seemed to
him young, pretty and desirable, all the men intelligent, loyal and
devoted.

"Dear Maitre, waiting for the results must be utterly nerve-racking!"
said Ines Sandoval, the poetess.

"My dear lady, the day of my election I behaved like a madman,"
said the historian, who was cramming biscuits into his mouth. "I
scolded my wife and children, I was beside myself. It really is some-
thing, you know!"

One might have thought that they were a lot of schoolboys discussing
an examination. Their last competitive effort was for immortality and
they were able to cry "Passed!" with all the excitement of adolescence.